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Preſatory ADVERTISEMENT. 


AT the numerous productions of 
an age in which criticiſm, and a re- 
fined taſte for PotTry, ſhine forth in the 
zenith of Attic perfection, it were ardently 
to be wiſhed that ſome plan ſhould be che- 


riſhed which might form a receptacle for ſuch 


Fugitive Pieces, as, being of length too in- 
conſiderable to ſwell to a ſeparate volume, 
might otherwiſe be retarded till the accu- 
mulated works of their authors might be ſuf- 
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ficient to form a diſtinct publication; many 
of whom being engaged in purſuits, perhaps, 
very uncongenial to Poetry, or from mo- 
deſty, or various other motives, might never 
arrive to ſuch a communication of their ef- 
fuſions; and, deeming them ſuperior to the 
trivial and worthleſs pieces exhibited in the 
generality of Magazines, might, with ſome 
reluQtance, conſign them to unmerited ob- 
livion; and hence we may be bold to ſay, 
that many a beautiful Ode, and many an ex- 
quiſite Jeu d'Eſprit, have been loſt to the 
public. With a view to remedy this mor- 
tifying inefficiency, Tyz CounciL oF PAR- 
NASSU3 have received their inſtitution, 
a Society who hold frequent meetings to ſe- 
lect and criticiſe their mutual Eſſays: In 
their liſt of members they are ambitious 
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ADVERTISEMENT. vi 


to enroll charactc:s eminent for abilities in 
the ſeveral Walks of Poetry. 

On the judgement with which they have 
executed their plan, they leave a candid diſ- 
criminating Public to decide, and upon their 
ſentence the longevity and uniformity of their 
Miſcellany will depend. 
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ODE TO GENIUS. 


ESCEND awhile, cœleſtial Maid! 
GEenivs, who lead'ſt the tuneful choir ; 
Deſcend ! my inmoſt ſoul pervade, 
And with poetic warmth inſpire, 


I aſk no Muſe's feeble art, 

No draught from fam'd CasTaria's ſtream, 
No fire that Puogzus' beams impart, 

To raife ſublime the glowing theme, 


Thine is the ſource, celeſtial Maid 
Thine the ſublime poetic flame ; 

And they who aſk the Muſe's aid, 
Invoke thee by a borrow'd name. 


I ſee around thy throne ſupreme 

Each Bard with zealous tranſport plow, 
Enraptur'd catch a vivid gleam 

Whence rays of inſpiration flow, 
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There tow'ring o'er the vulgar throng, 
See Mito ſweep the awful lyre ; 

Raiſe with bold voice the daring ſong, 
And join the bright angelic choir, 


There too with wide excurfive range 
Tuousox awake deſcriptive lay, 

And through the Seaſons as they change 
The graces of the God diſplay. 


And ſee amidit the varied ſcene 
The laughter-loving train appear, 
'Theie BUTLER leads with frolic mien, 
And Swirr with ſtern ſarcaſtic leer. 


"Tis theirs with ſatire's potent dart, 
Pointed with humour's keeneſt ſteel, 
Through falſehood's ſhield to pierce the heart, 
And curb mock virtue's crabbed zeal, 


But haſte, the votive wreath entwine, 
See Pork that magic circle trace 

Each choicer evergreen combine, 
With nicett art lus brows to grace. 
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At his approach, fee dulneſs* band 
With flow and languid ſteps retire ; 
Reluctant quit the ſmiling land, 
And yield to his ſatiric fire. 


But hark! what plaintive notes of love 
Are echoed thro? the yielding air! 
Now the warm foul to tranſport move, 
Now wake to pangs of tender care, 


"Tis WaLLen's, SutvsroNnt's gentle ſtrain 
That ſwells the vocal recd to love; 

Soft as the Zephyrs ſweep the plain, 
Or ſportive kiſs the vernal grove, 


Theſe are thy boaſt, bright power of verſe | 
Nor theſe alone thy rays iliune : 

Why then their full-blown fame rehearſe, 
When freſher buds ſo ſwectly bloon: * 


Yee where advance the claſſic train, 
Sublime, pathetic, ſoft, and gay: 
HavyLEy and PYE with vig'rous ſtrain, 

Tune to ſoft peace the loft) lay. 
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Fair Seward's ſympathetic woe, 
Masox confeſt thy elder child, 

Was tro inſpir'd with fancy's glow, 
And comic AxsTEY laughing wild. 


Welcome, great bards, ſo dear to ſong, 
With pure, energic ardour fir'd ; 

Still may that power unfaded, ſtrong, 
Preſerve the fame it firſt inſpir'd. 


And thou, fair queen, thyzluſtre ſhed ; 
Direct benign our ardent train 

Thro' novelty's gay path to tread, 
And reap the rich luxuriant plain. 


Whether where SrexsER lightly trod, 


To trace the path with plaintive igh— 


Or bathe with many a tear the ſod, 


Where SHAKSPEARE's hallow'd relics he — 


Or as the ſtreams impetuous roll 
Of lotty Dx ypex's copious lay, 
In the clear mirror of his ſoul 
The image of thy ſelf ſurvey— 
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Or, with indignant grief, attend 
Sad CHATTERTON's neglected grave; 
Lament that not one pitying friend 
From Penury's rude hand would ſave. 


Hither awhile thy footſteps bend, 
Be thou our bright aſpiring guide ; 
Thy radiant influence deign to lend, 
And o'er the vent'rous ſong preſide. 


With rapt'rous hand awake the lyre, 
Thy youthful ſons propitious lead; 

Teach them with rival hope t' aſpire, 
And, emulous of praiſe, ſucceed, 


So ſhall applauſe repay the toil, 
Whate'er the theme invites the bard ; 

Candour approve with chearful ſtile, 
And judgement give the bright award. 


W. V. M. 
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The SOURCE of INSPIRATION. 


« The Dreams of Pix: and th' Aonrax Maids 
Del -ght no more... Por x. 


POL LO! God of ardent ſong, 
Of florid wit, of judgement ſtrong 

Bright ſource, that canſt at once inſpire 
Solar and intellectual fire ;— 
And you, benign, poetic maids, 
That haunt Aon1a's moſſy ſhades, 
That o'er Vexus1 An paſtures ſtray, 
Or pais on MaxTvua's plains the day; 
Mherc'er your ſacred footſteps rove. 
C'er Pixprs* hill, or Unsr1a's grove 
Or if, on BRITAIx's favour'd ſhore, 
AvouxI1a's margin you explore; 
Awhile forſake thoſe bleſt abodes, 
Awhile forſake your kindred gods; 
Devote of your eternal days 
Awhile to lovely Mix a's praiſe; 
Haſte, haſte away, nor idly ſip 
Chimeric fount of Ag ver. 
Her azure eyes, that ſparkling glow, 
Shai! fire abundantly beuow; 


Her 
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fer accents, void of pedant art, 
Ov1D1an ſoftneſs ſhall impart ; 
Her form inſtruct your poliſh'd ver ſe 
Correcter beauties to rehearſe ; 
Her ſoul, where ev'ry grace refin'd 
Revels in dang'rous league combin'd, 
With all that's ſoft, and all that's gay, 
Shall fire your tributary lay ; 
Each feature inſpiration bring 
To thoſe who teach the world to ſing.— 
Haſte, then, ſweet powers! nor idly ſip 
Chimeric fount of Ac AN Ir T .— 

Alas! the invocation's vain, 
No heat rewards the pompous F rain; 
Ah! whence theſe periods, void of glow- 
With ſullen zeal the numbers flow, 
Her name, which ſhould inſpire my ſong, 
Dies in cold languor on my tongue. 
But thou, dear object of my rhyme, 
Forgive th' involuntary crime; 
Forgive that, at thy much-lov'd name, 
Dark riſes the poetic flame! 
Ah! whence the cauſe, ye Mules, ſay, 
Why thus unheated creeps my lay f— 
Does ſome accurs'd infernal power 
With wayward ftaff controu! the hour? — 
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No, no, full well I read the cauſe 
Fly then, dull brood of pedant laws ; 
Fly then, ye vile Pierian band, 

No more the formal lay demand ; 
Leave to the brave, the fair, the young, 
The undivided right of ſong; 

No more your fetters ſhall confine 

The lofty bard's unſhackled line ; 

No niore your hackney'd claims reſtrain 
The warmth of fancy's fiery vein ; 

The cauie no longer I puriue, 
Conviction opens to my view: 

I {corn trom vulgar ſprings to raiſe 

The ſtores of my peculiar lays ; 

Frown not, my fair, though I aſpire 
To trace my inſpiration higher, 

And, ſcorning ſuch pedantic law, 

From thy firit ſource niy fancy draw. 


T. 2 


O D E. 


SELECT POEMS, 17 


. 


NCHANTRESS bright! whoſe magic power 
The Mules and the Loves befriends, 
And gilds with bliſs their ev'ry hour, 
Fancy! to thee my prayer aſcends. 


The blaze of noon thy power can ſhade, 
Or night's obſcureſt clouds illume; 
Before thy rod the roſes fade, 
And pallid valc-Jowers wear their bloom. 


Fade then on Emma's cheek the roſe, 
The blaze of Emma's eyes obſcure ; 

Their fires in AxnNaA's eyes diſclole, 
In Axxa bid the roſes lure, 


For Eau A wins me by her charms, 

But ſpurns with ſcorn my fond embrace; 
While Ax x A courts me to her arms, 

But ah! I ſicken at her face. 


. 
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t 
On the Death of a young Lady. 


E mute, ye airy warblers, while I rove' 

Wake not my paſſion by your notes of love 
STELLA is fled» be mute, my lyre— thy itrain 
Sooths with the ſemblance of her voice in vain— 
Recall not bliſſes loſt no more ſhe fings— 

"Tis pain to ſtrike thy folitary ſtrings.— 

Break, break, my lyre - and would mv ſtubborn hear: 

Could alſo break, nor thus from STELLA port ! 

Stretch'd on the bed of death, without a ſigh, 

Theſe eyes beheld the lovely STzLLAa lve; 

Weak were her limbs, and pallid was her face, 

Yet Love might charms in every feature trace ; 

Her eyes halt-clos'd ſtill ſhone with lambent fire 

Ah! would the flame they caus'd with them expire 

Weak on the yielding down her head was laid; 

Celeſtial hope in every feature play'd : 

She preſs'd religion cloier to her breaſt, 

Which ſooth'd her mind (angelic maid !) to reſt: 
| Take 
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© Take me,” ſhe cied, oh! Thou, who rul'ſt on high, 


«© Who taught to live, ah! teach me how to die!“ 
She wav'd her ſnowy hand, and ſigh'd . adieu; 

«« die,“ ſhe cried, ** but die, oh! STtzeenon, true.“ 
Fainting ſhe ſpoke, then finking on her bed, 

Droop'd her rais'd hand, and bow'd her beauteons head; 
Languid fhe rais'd her dying eyes, and ſigh'd; 

Cave a laſt ſtruggle, and in ſilence died. 


A. P. 


The 
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The SUMMERs DAT. 


6% That not in fancy's maze be wander'd long, 
« But fioop'd to truth, and moraliz'd his forg.” 


WAKE, my love, the village ſpire 

Refiects AuzoR A's purple fire ; 
The lark has hymn'd his matin lay, 
Ariſe, my love, and crown the day ; 
Attuning, with the genial choir, 
The ſong which Nature's laws inſpire. 
Along the lawn, or through the grove, 
The univerſal theme is Love: 
See with what kind officious care 
Each ſwain attends his fav'rite fair, 
Her cackling train betimes to feed, 
Or bear the milk-pail o'er the mead ; 
And ſee with what a generous ſmile 


Each nymph rewards her ſhepherds toil., 


To genuine pafhon, dearer far 

Than CrLoex's gems, or Fron ic's ſtar. 
Now brighter azure tints the ſkies, 

And fairer landicapes round us riſe, 

The ſun has kiſs'd each tear away, 

That bath'd the check of iufant day: 


Porr 
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And every creature, fruit, and flower, 
Exulting own the genial hour. 
Her miſty veil is thrown aſide, 
And Nature beams in all her pride : 
Serener {miles the woodland ſteep, 
A whiter fleece adorns the ſheep, 
That, playful ſkipping here and there, 
With echocd bleats ſalute our ear, 
And, where the valley winds away, 
To kelds of freſher verdure ſtray. 

By turns, with haſty ſteps and flow, 
His ſatchel fringing to and fro, 
The truant wines his weary way, 
As butterfiics invite aſtray ; 
Why will vou loiter, little fool? — 
Ye more mature of virtue's ſchool, 
Why will ye waſte the precious hour 
Alone ſubjected to your power? 
Know ye, the pleaſures that invite 
Are only magick on the ſight ; 
Know ye the moments fly apace, 

And pain attends, and dire diſgrace ? 
But lo! ethcreal heat ſurrounds, 
And dance o'er the diftant grounds: 

Jo cooler thades the cattle hie, 
To ſhun the warmth-engender'd fly, 
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That ſtill in native warmth invades, 

But ſeldom ſecks the cooler ſhades. 

"Tis thus a ſwarm of venal friends 

In fortune's ſunny path attends, 

Nor ever quit the ſhining way, 

Where'er the fickle goddeſs ſtray : 

Content in Virtue's poor abode, 

We never {ought life's ſunny road, 

So let us ſhun this mid-day beam, 

Beneath the bower, beſide the ſtream, 

And talk away the ſultry hour, 

Of Fortune's gifts nor wiſh for more; 

Enough to ſpend, and ſome to ſpare 

For thoſe whoſe wants demand our care ; 

More would but ſour the ſweets of life, 

And wake the paſſions into ſtrife ; 

The ſame fair fun that nurtures here, 

Spreads Arz ie deſerts dead and drear, 

The breeze that here but curls the flood, 

At GREENLAND freezes up the blood. 
Be ours the little taſk of lite, 

From all around to baniſh ſtrife; 

To wipe away the ſtarting tear, 

Nor let one ſigh aſſail our cat, 

To eaſe the pallied arm of toi, 


And bid athletic labour ſmile - 


Tenacious 


SELECT POEMS. 


Tenacious of the virgin laws, 

To plead the baſkful lover's cauſe ; 
But oh! forbid, indulgent power, 
n youth and love's too fervent hour, 
Should STREPHON tell an artful tale, 
And ſhould the ſacred bulwark fail, 
One moment, SYLVia, ſtep aſtray, 
And Love the hallow'd theme away, 
Forbid ſtern juſtice to purſue, 

tour who can love and reaſon too? 
Or who can tell the woes that pour 
Succeſiive from that fatal hour? 
Who but the drooping fair can tell, 
Whom fate has doom'd to love too well ? 
Be ours to bring each wandering dame 
Again to confidence and fame; 

So ſhall ingenuous tears be ſhed 
Where fate decrees our deathful bed, 
So be that moment's flitting ſcene 
Like this fair evening view ſerene : 
For ſce, my fair, the jocund tun 
Has icarce a little hour to run, 

While on theſe roſeate banks we lay 
On Love's light pinions flew the day; 
A crimſon tint illumes the wood, 
And purple beams the diflant flood, 


Til! 
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Till all in miſty eddies loſt 

It opens on the whiten'd coaſt ; * 
Oblique the village ſmoke aſcends, 
The bat her duſky circuit bends, 
Whilſt homeward hies the weary ſwain, 
And drags behind a ſhadowy train ; 
The herd along the dewy mead 

In one flow winding pace ſucceed, 

The dews fall damp, the Zephyr dies, 
And Night and Silence rule the ſkies, 


S. C. | 


SCIENCE J. 
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FF 


ID RE yet the morn of Sctexce roſe on earth, 
And bleſs'd rejoicing nations with its birth, 

Bay, what was man? to kindred brutes a prey, 
Himſelf as ignorant, as fierce as they ; 
Joyleſs he rov'd along the dreary waſte, 

Nor plann'd the future, nor revolv'd the paſt; 
His ſcanty views the preſent want engrols'd, 
To wiidom, reaſon, and reflection loſt, 
In ſordid cares he paſs'd a gloomy day, 
Or ruſh'd where need and rapine led the way; 
But when this bounty of auſpicious heav'n, 

To bleſs the world, and poliſh man, was giv'n ; 
Soon clouded reaſon ſhone with piercing ray, 
Soon bow'd the paſſions to her gentle ſway ; 
Soon in his breaſt the mighty change was wrought, 
In quick progreſſion thought ſucceeding thought. 
Then firit his native dignity he felt, 
And then at others woes began to melt ; 
Knowledge her ample ſtores before him ſpread, 
And beam'd het brighteſt influence round his head, 
By ſwift degrees enlarg'd his opening mind, 
His heart ſhe foften'd, and his ſoul refin'd ; 
Taught him to ſmooth life's rugged, thorny road, 
Aud leut her hand to raiſe him to his God. 


W. D. 
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Tux CREDUL OUS 


* Che le coſe del ciel fol colui vede 
Chi ſerra gli occhi, e crede.— 


A 8 education ſmooth'd the way, 

(A path that could not lead aſtray) 

To follow truth thro' every maze, 

And on her charms diſmantled gaze, 
Did ſcience model Ca E Do's mind, 
By all that's fair, and all refin'd ; 
And yet he feels a thought ſuggeſt 
That wot to follow her were beſt ; | 


The way of virtue rugged lic ; 

The paths of piety and truth, 

By much too dull a way for youth; 
And Cx E bo loves an oath—his glaſs— 
The dice-box—and a pretty laſs — 

As few want arguments to prove 

The juſtice of a cauſe they love, 

So CE Do piouſly concludes 

Who ſees too much too much intrudes, 


Toe 
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Too near on preſcience encroaches— 
Too ne- the Deity appro ches 
And marks it down as rankeſt treaſon 
That carna! man ſhould uſe his reaſon, 
And gravely adds, indulgent heav'n 
Loves moſt where moſt may be forgiven, 
So CRE Do ſhuts out reaſon's ray 
For faith directs a nearer way; 
And whores, and games, and dritmks, and ſwears, 
Still truſting heav'n to pay arrears, 


J. B. 
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Tio DE LI A. 


u Scribere juſſit Amor.” Ovi. 
3 
O more the feather' d warblers rove 


In amorous play from grove to grove ; 
No more the liſtening day prolongs 
His wonted courſe to hear their ſongs. 
II. 

No more the meads inchant our figh*, 
Or bluſhing paint the morning light; 
Cold winter now reſumes his reign, 

And ſtrips the flower-enamel'd plain. 
III. 

Though, DELIA, ſo your beauties ſhine 
Each accent and each lock divine; 

Alas! remember winter's near, 
When all thoſe charms muſt diſappear. 
IV. 

The renovating power of day 
Again may ſpread his genial ray ; 

Flowers may revive, the ſpring return, 
And with new beauties paint the morn. 


5 V. But 
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V. 

But ah, when time's ſtill rolling flood 
Shall drown the heat of vernal blood, 
Thoſe dazzling eyes ſhall dim their fire, 
And youth and beauty both expire. 

VI, 

Nor ſhall the ſun's enlivening ray 
Reſtore their radiance to the day.— 

Ah! DRLiA, though they beam fo bright, 
They ſoon muſt ſet in laſting night. 
VII. 

Be wiſe, improve the preſent hour, 
The future moment mocks your power. 
True genuine Love's a ſacred fire, 


Angelic minds can riſe no higher, 


R. H. 
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THE WIS H. 


IVE me in ſome ſequeſter d grove, 
geſide the rural nymph I love, 


To urge the daily toil; 
At ev'ning with the ſun retire, 
And rear our little cottage fire, 
And ſee our children ſmile. 


With ſuch an one, when tempeſts roar, 

And laſh the wild waves to the ſhore, 
How ſweet to fit the night ; 

To hear its utmoſt rage deſcend, 

The roof reſound, the foreſt rend, 
And ſhield her from affright. 


To fit and ſympathize with thoſe, 
To wiſh an end to all their woes, 

Leis happy far than we, 
Without a meal, without a bed, 
Without a covering for the head, 
Or where on earth to flee. 


Still 
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Still may our hoſpitable door, 

On ſuch a night, at any hour, 

Admit the wretch forlorn— 

Admit him to the warmeſt ſeat, 

Admit him to the ſmoking treat, 
And ſhield him *till the morn, 


So be our mattin thanks inclin'd 

To him the Power that made us kind 
For what are we alone ? 

A erew on Error's ocean toſt, 

And but for aid ſuperior loſt, 
Prefumptuous in our own. 


| And give us, in that awful day, 

| When time ſhall ſweep the worlds away, 

| To meet the throne of grace— 

Without a doubt, without a fear, 

To ſtand and ſee, to ſtand and hear, 
Our Maker face to face. 
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IxSscRIPTIO& for a HER MIT AGE. 


* 


By a LADY. 


OME, Nature's children, ye who love, like me, 
| The peaceful dwellings of ſimplicity ; 
Who court the woodland ſolitude, and know 
The ſweets that from divine reflection flow; 
Come, ſhare the counſels of my aged breaſt, 
Come, taſte with me the ſweets of rural reſt ; 
And ye whom grofler pleaſures more invite, 
Whom feaſt, and jong, and midnight dance delight, 
Ah! pauſe awhile midſt pleaſure's wild career, 
The voice of reaſon, of experience hear; 
Believe not all is joy that bears the name, 
Believe not pleaſure and exceſs the ſame z 
Diſguſt and diſappointment ſtill await 
The numerous wiſhes luxuries create, 
While he who little wants, can greatly riſe 
Abore their pleaſures, and their thin diſguiſe, 
When ſmiles the ſpring, and every vernal hour 
Gives birth to ſome freſh herb, or painted flower, 
From yonder mead my ſweet repaſt I bring, 
And draw my bev'rage from yon healthful fpring ; 


Vhen 
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When winter bites, the frugal ſquirrel's hoard 
Of cluſtring filberts crowns my ſimple board; 
Dry'd leaves and ruſhes form my artleſs bed, 
And fragrant moſs ſupports my careleſs head. 
No tyrant paſſions rule my peaceful breaſt ; 
No hoarded treaſures break my needful reſt. 
Let not thy cares, to vulgar ſenſe confin'd, 
Leave bare and unimprov'd th' immortal mind; 
Read Nature's ever new and open page, 


Till higher views thy riſing ſoul engage: 


Fair ſolitude thy weak reſolves ſhall aid, 
To wiſdom's bright abodes thy ſteps ſhall lead ; 


Her paths where trac'd with cart are ſmooth and plain, 
Tor ne'er was heavenly wiſdom ſought in vain. 


H. 
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The SOCIAL FIRE. 


ia MATRIMONIAL SONG, 


I. 
ROM paſtoral ſcenes, and rural love, 
The pipe, the reed, the cooing dove, 
The ſunny hill, the woodbine's ſhade, 
The winding brook, the opening glade, 
With ſofteſt verſe my mule inſpire 
To celebrate my ſocial fire. 


IT. 

Let poets feign in hidden grove 
Diana, or the queen of Love, 
With Cupids ſporting in the air, 
Attendant on the royal fair; 

A ſweeter theme awakes my lyre, 
To celebrate my ſocial fire. 


III. 
See the dear girl, o'er all the fair 
My choice and my peculiar care; 
I bleſs the day ſhe join'd her hand 
With mine in happy wedlock's band ; 
And, liſtening to my fond deſire, 
She deign'd to grace my ſocial fire. 
7 IV. Dear 
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IV. 
Dear pledge of love, our mutual joy, 
See here a n ſailing boy, 
Sweet tender bud of manly grace, 
Soft, yet expreſſive is that face; 
With honeſt zeal, my Muſe, aſpire 
To celebrate my ſocial fire. 


V 
Ye lovely nymphs, and jovial ſwains, 
That grace our ALB TOx's happy plains, 
Direct your choice where you approve, 
And dare be honeſt in your love ; 
If truth your tender vows inſpire, 
Yow'll always love your ſocial fire, 


A. 1 
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Miſs DIANA TOOTHLESS's Petition 


(In the manner of SWIFT). 


To the Right Reverend my Loxps the B1snoys. 


The humble petition of Miſs Diana Toothleſs, Spinſter, 
who can never go to Church again, if it's carried 
againſt her, 


Humbly ſheweth, 


HAT I your petitioner am a maiden but fifty 

years old laſt July, 

Though ſome ill-natur'd folks ſay I'm as near threeſcore 
truly; 

And that laſt Sunday morning early, when fs folks 
were a-bed, 

J got up, and put on my beſt gown and apron, and 
dreſt my head; 

And as ſoon as I had got on my clean mittens, and my 
ſilk cloak and hat, 


Plac'd my lap-dog under my arm, and took leave of my 


cat; 


And 
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And after I had been ſome time in the pew, when the 
Parſon began, 
I took my prayer book out of its caſe, and opened Us 
fan ; 
And while the Pſalms were reading, as I * glane d 
round me, 
For fear ſome of the fellows ſliould be ſtaring at me, 
and confound me ; 
Who ſhould I ſee to be ſure but captain Sasn, and 
with him colonel! Fz:iz8LE, 
And Mr. SeARKLE one of your Temple bucks, and the 
young Poet as they call him, Mr. ScaiBBLE, 
Who is always writing ſome what d' ye call em Ode, or 
filthy Love Sonnet, 
To his DETIAs, and his creturs— (oh! how I hate to 
think upon it! 
For except STERNROLD and Horkixs with their 
| Pſalms, I'd have you to know it, 
I am ready to faint at the very name and mention of 
a Poet). 
And there the creatures fat titt'ring, and looking at me, 
and whiſp'ring to one another, 
And then ogling round the church, and — and 
making ſuch a pother ; 
I parte I thought I ſhould hare fainted with rage; ſo 
I turn'd my head YVother way, 
{Not that car'd the value of a brats pocket piccc what 
they might fay, 
Put 
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But only to fliow how I hated and deſpis d the vile per- 
fidows creatures), 

And there in the next per I for MIS K TTT Roszaup 
with her delicate features ; 

Who is ſo vaſthy admir'd by all the fellows; tho? ſhe 
has not much cauſe for ſo many airs— 

For, as far as I hear, her father had better look ſharp 
after his affairs— 


And there too in the ſame pew I ſaw the two Miſs 


Drurrxs fitting together, 

Miſs LAvxA the eldeſt, with her flounc'd apron, and 
fine hat and feather, 

And her fiſter Miſs PoLLy with her curious white 
dimity jacket— 

Well, thought I to myſelf, no wonder the fellows 
make ſuch a racket ; 

Time was when young women went to church decent 
and ſolemn, 


But now they make themſelves almoſt as bad as the 
young ſparks, as they call em. 

If girls will encourage them, truly, let them look to 
their own fame, 

Tho' I vow and declare *tis a downright public ſhame. 

But this is not the worſt—for there while Mr. SrI x- 
TEXT was preaching with ſo much piety, 

About modeſty and ſhamefacedneſs, and young women's 

| behaving with propriety, 


They 
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They ſat grinning and laughing together, and making 
their vile grimaces, 

And then mocking the good man, and ſcrewing up 
their hypocritical faces ; 

I own I was quite ſhock'd to ſee *em—but at laſt the 
church was over ; 

So then, thank God, I began to hope I ſhould recover. 

But as ill luck would have it, as I walk'd down the aiſle, 
juſt before, 

The Colonel and Mr. SyarxkLE were handing the Miſs 
DimPLEs to the door; 

30 I bruſh'd by em in a hurry, and as I put on a dif- 
dainful frown, 

The creatures burſt into a downright laugh—Lord! 1 
thought I ſhould have fell into a ſwoon ! 

To be abus'd, inſulted, and treated in a manner fo 
unruly, 

And all becauſe I would not ſuffer em to take ſuch li- 
berties with me truly! 

However I pluck'd up my ſpirits, and walk'd home as 
calm as I could, 

Reſolving to be reveng'd ſomehow for their behaving 
fo rude. 

So I drank my tea, and fat all the evening by the fire- 
fide, 

And ſcarce ſlept a wink all night, for thinking how I 
might mortify their pride— 


And 
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And the next morning I ſet out to call upon Mr. Sy1x- 


TEXT, our curate 

Who, thought I, being a Parſon, to be ſure will never 
endure it — 

So I went up to the door, and knock'd gently, and 
when my name was ſent, 

Mr. SrixrExr being at home, as his little boy ſaid, in 
I went ; 

And when I had explain'd my buliceſs to him, and 
atk'd his aſſiſtance in the affair; 

4 Miſs,” ſays he, (drawing a little nearer to the fire in 
his elbow chair), 

4 Tho? I have the higheſt eſteem for you, and all my 
„ worthy pariſhioners, 

« And ſhould be heartily glad to oblige all ſuch piou: 
© and devout petitioner 

« And, moreover, being myſelf highly vexed in ſpirit 
at the imury you mention, 

% And likewiſe much offended at their ſcaudalous inat- 
„ tention, | | ; 

«© Yet, God knows, I am but a poor inſignificant crea- 
s ture, 

And no more minded by my Pariſh-brethren than our 
* clerk PETER— 

« And, beſide this, I furthermore perceive another ver; 

| potent objection ; 

For our rector (and, you know, as in duty bound, I 

% muſt act according to his direction) 
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Has a daughter who is a Air young damſel of beauty 
„ wond'rous ſtriking, 

« To whom all the young men who know her have ta- 
xen a prodigious liking ; 

% And ſhould I prefume on a matter of ſuch importance 
to ſpeak, 

„ Heav'n knows if it might not coſt me my curacy, and 
4% a good dinner twice a week. 

1% Therefore, Miſs, .tho' I heartily wiſh to oblige you, 
© hope you will not be offendec',””— 

So I roſe up, and took my leave of him, as ſoon as his 
ſpeech was ended; 

And then walk'd home meditating upon my unfortunats 
fituation ; | 

And could ſcarce eat a morſel of dinner for anger and 

| vexation 

At laſt I began to comfort myſelf that ſomething might 
be contriv'd ſoon | 

With Miſs Taz1THa BAckeirx, who had promis'd to 
drink tea with me tnac aſternoon. — 

do when ſhe came in, La! my dear,” ſays the, 
* what makes you look ſo melancholy ? — 

Some rude monſter, I warrant, has been polluting 
your ſight with his glances unholy— 

% Well! never was the world at ſuch a paſs as tis now, 
© that's ſartain.— 

« Nay,” ſaid I, my dear, but that is not the cauſe 
„of my migfartin ——- 
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«© 'Tis worſe than all that. - S0 then I began to tell 
her the ſtory, 

And related all the particulars I have juſt laid be- 
fore ye. 

And after I had told her ev'ry thing, and we had laid 
our heads together about it, 

« My dear,” fays ſhe, ** I have juſt thought of a ſcheme 
« which will fucceed, never doubt it ;— 

«© Suppoſe you petition the biſhops, who, you know, 
* being men of vartze and gravity, 

„Will certainly take notice of it, and put a ſtop to 
& ſuch monſtrous depravity.” 

«La! Wann ſays I, ho clever you 
are at invention! 

6s © Well, I yow, e ee Il 
„ do as you mention.” 

So as ſoon as ſhe was gone, I fetch'd pen, ink, and 
paper, and fat me down coolly, 

'To ſtate the whole affair from beginning to end, juſtly 
and truly.— 


And now having told you all about it, I come to the 


imprimis, to prevent all future diſturbance 
and confuſion, 
beg of your Reverend Lordſhips to take the matter 
| into conſideration, 
And that no pious perſons may hereafter be diſturb'd 


in their meditatioa. 


To 


To give orders to all parſons, churchwardens, and 
beadles, both in country and city, 

That whenever any of thoſe girls whom the fellows 
call! preety,” | 

Shall offer to come to the church doors, they ſhall be 
refus'd admiſſion.— 

And this, I'm ſure, every body will agree with one is no 
unjuſt petition, 

As it is well known they do nothing but make merri- 
ment and jokes, | 

And that all the uſe of their coming is to laugh at 
wartuons folks,— 

And now, if your pious Lordſhips will but grant her 
requeſt, 

Your humble petitioner ſhall once more be at reſt ; 

And having got the better of her affronts and misfor- 
tunes every Church-day, | 

Shall, as in duty bound, with her uſual devotion ever 
prmmens - 


W. V. M. 
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« Mollifſkma corda 
% Humano generi date ſe Natura fatetur 
« Quz lacrymas dedit.” — JuVI NAI. 


HY was I born a wretch of human kind ?— 

Of all the flow'rs a briar ſtill wounds the roſe ; 
And not a luxury courts th' ingenuous mind, 

But woe comes mingled, and the cup o'erflows.— 


- Painful the purchafe to the princely born 
The luſcious banquet, and the chair of ſtate; 
Around whilſt myriads foodleſs and forlorn 
Implore a morſel to prolong their fate. 


Nor vainly by the warrior's claſhing car 
Their ſmall ſtill voice the tender paſſions try, 
The blood will cool, and ceaſe the rage of war, 
And leave the victor victim of a figh !— 


Where'er proud commerce rolls her golden tide, 
In painful pomp the ſons of wealth recline ; 

The voice of nature ſaddens all their pride, 
„Ah! pity the poor ſavage in the mine!“ 


Warm 
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Warm in the rural labours of the morn, 
Hill, brake, and ſtream the bounding ſteed defies ; 
What rapture in the ſound of hounds and horn !— 
What pleaſure that a harmleſs creature dies !— 


Prepare the canvas, and attune the lyre, 
Ye fond enthuſiaſts at the ſhrine of taſte ! 

Ye, whom the beauteous and ſublime inſpire ! 
And lo !—Mzss18 A's melancholy waſte !— 


Why was I born a wretch of human kind? 

Of all the flow'rs a briar ſtill wounds the roſe; 
And not a luxury courts th* ingenuous mind, 

But woe comes mingled, and the cup o'erflows. 
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A SATRIC POEM, 


E A R where St. Luxz's and BxT TLZ M's maniac 
train | 

With rival bellow ſtun the neighb'ring plain, 
In ſullen ſtate a groveling ſtructure lies, 
Whence either dungeon draws it's ſure ſupplies. 
Here WrrTtF1ELD ſaints with pious madneſs rave, 
Damn all the virtnes—all the vices ſave— 
Pow'd from the ſtews, or freed by Newgate keys, 
Or Drary uns- r Tyburn devotees, 
Inpures who groan, or purer wights who bawl, 
The eaſy door alike retires to all | 
Here all convene—and preach (a junction odd!) 
The works of Satan, and the word of God. 

Here eager to repair, each ſabbath morn, 
At fix good RaLYHo leaves his trull forlorn: 
Studious adorns him for the day—elate 
With the bright proſpect of—a loaded plate. 
His hat he bruſhes with a greaſy ſkirt, | 
Rubs his grim'd hands, and turns his weeb-rvorn ſhirt. 
With pious care, his locks profane he clears 
From o'er the hallow'd oval of his ears; 


And 
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And trembling ties his band, his conſcious mind 
Preſaging bandage of a different kind; 
Then graſps his Bible—while his breaſt receives 
"The e bank-note tbat lurt d amid the leaves. 

When thus equipp'd, with upright ſtep and quick, 
Proceeds th' apoſtle of the lane of Chick. 
And in his way (the end will ſure excuſe) 
Steals but a handkerchief—for pulpit uſe. 

The dome attain'd, the holy man aſcends 
The lofty deſk, while each around him bends, 
The book of truth he then preſumes to rear, 
And roars as he would bu//y heav'n to hear; 
In one continued ſtring prayer follows prayer, 
As ribbon flows from jugglers at a fair. 
His matins ended, he, with lifted hands, 
Silent awhile in mock devotion ſtands ; 
Thrice to his mouth the pilter'd rag applied, 
He waves his head, and turns on every fide ; 
Strains a long ghoſtly groan—ſighs deep and then 
Loud claps his hands—and fighs - and groans again. 
All purſe their mouths, and lengthen out their chins ; 
In whiſpering whine the wondrous man begins! 
© Guide me, ſweet Lord! to find ſome choſen text, 
++ To chear my flock by Sa rAx's wiles perplext; 
Much by the fiend ArorLyon are they torn, 
Aud hard the trials they (poor fouls !) have borne : 


D 4 Then 
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** Then guide my ſearches, Lord, to ſuch a part 
May match them e'en from SaTAn's very cart: 
Thy power inſpires. Each, wondering, views his zeal, 
Anxious what inſpiration may reveal. 
And lo! he reads, with matchleſs pow*r of face, 
Where the leat folded marks the deitin'd place. — 

The text diſpatch'd, he gains his fav'rite note, 
And bellows with ſtentorian ſtrength of throat. 
Ke ſtarts — he ſtamps—his fiſts reſounding fall— 
Grace! Grace! Grace! Grace!“ Ver Grace be ell 

may call /— 

Well may he preach the wond'rous pow'r of grace, 
Eſcap'd the tortune challeng'd by his face. 

In each lame ſentence ſome cant term he drags, 
« Sin's bare backiide — Faith's robes - and Virtue's rags” 
From ſcripture text he proves (oh ſtrange to tell !) 
That each good man muſt ſurely broi in hell; 
Vain is the hope on Virtue's wings to riſe— 
Who fill his plate alone ſhall gain the ſkies ; 
To ſuch alone he opes heav'n's golden doors, 
Eymn-finging thieves, and Amen: ſqueaking whores : 
Kul'd by his purſe, thoſe ſacred doors he ſhows, 
Ope when that's fa, but when that's empty, cloſe. 

He warns whoſe foul is rack'd with ſecret guile, 
To roaſt his henrooft, and his gammons boll ; 
To call his pador, bring his bo.t e in— 
So Nall each &xmper waſh away 2 f. 


But 
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But M! what ills adventrous wretches meet, 
Who dare to in, and yet deny to treat 
Should there be ſuch among his hallow'd train, 
Who dare th' atoning ſacrifice refrain, 
Alas! © how loſt the ſheep! how void of grace” — 
Stern RAL BHO fronts them with a judgement face; 
Inſtant damnation their foul guilt requires, . 
Hell! Hell! for ſuch, prepares its hotteſt fires ! 
Till, the cauſe gueſs d, th' obedient eye they wink, 
And hell grows cooler as their purſes chink. 
So the cur worries thieves with yelping throat, 
Till ſome ſtol'n morſel ſoftens down the note !— 

(On different terms, to vice's female race, 
Thr apoſtle holds . the ſaving rope of grace. 
His firff command—** when doubts and fears moleſt, 
Invite your prieſt to eaſe your anxious breaſt,” — 
| Second - your chambers for th' event prepare“. 
T hird—** deck your perion with the niceſt care” — 
And fourth—** provide leſt interruption rude 
Dare on our hallow'd privacy intrude” — 
Conform to theſe, and foon thy prieſt ſhall find 
A holy cordial for thy troubled mind). 
— But new he ſums up all, with ſtrict command 
To build a chapel each ſhould lend his hand; 
Whate'er the gift, *twill furniſn with a ſtick, 
And e'ea a halfpenny will % a brick. 
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The rant concluded, each departing frait 
Nrops his flow teſter in the gaping plate. 
Earn'd by a punk, or pilfer'd by a knave, 
The dupe, who gives, the gift ſhall ſurely ſave, 

Is1:qQro feels ſuch golden hopes allure, 
And cuts a purſe——to make falvation ſure. — 
Av ARO too, who hoards up every groat, 
Owns, heav'n for fixpexce is not dearly bought, 
And drops the purchaſe with a heart ſo glad, 
He ne' er obſerves (good man!) the piece is bad.--- 
L 1» 1Þ00 next the clattering ſhow'r renews, 
Farlieſl at pray er, as earlieſt at the ſtews, 
Scrup lous to buy ch! piety immenſe !--- 
Punks with his gold, and heaven with weighty pence.-+- 
— This morn an orphan aſk'd Us 10's mite, 
Briv*a from his roof, and plunder'd of his right ; 
He ſpurn d the kneeling ſuppliant from the door, 
Who droop'd his head, and never rais'd it mote ; 
Yet now Usvu10 gives with free accord, 
And, tho' he ſtarves his creatures, pays the Lord. — 
FunT1vo next for nimble hands renown'd, 
V hom every neighbour waTcC#-leis ſtands around 
He drops his piece, and ( ond'rous to relate) 
Draws his hand ſever times richer from the plate. 
Yet goed FurTivo acts on Scripture ground, 
As the ſage Saint can paſſing well expound— 


For 
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For Marruku broach'd it for a rule of old, 
Who gave to Heav'n ſhould have his mite /owerfuld. 
The antique Spinſters now flock out in ſwarms, 
Whom the high blood of rampant fifty warms, 
Each peeping from her fan with ſpotted face, 
The blooming junto ſtalk in ſolemn pace: 
Their pointing fingers, much with ſnuff imbrown'd, 
Mark out for ſlander all their ſiſters round; 
And whiſp'ring oft with tumult ſhrill and long, 
They laugh or hiſs frail fair-ones from the throng. — 
—Pz1SCILLA chief—of all the zealous crowd, 
Her groan moſt piteous, and her hymn moſt loud; 
Strict to attend at prayers ſhe never miſt, 
Fraught with the hope——to gain the brau ny prieſt— 
For this ſhe now plays off her every wile, 
Squints a ſoft glance, and ſtrains a ſugar'd fmile ; 
Curt'ſying profound before the paſtor ſtops ; 
And in the plate a double offering drops. 
Thy pious end, Pz1sciLta! may'ſt thou gain; 
Compaſſion views thy lot ſevere with pain ; 
Of ſeven thou honout'ſt with a father's name, 
To marriage rites net one admits thy claim —— 
And now NUMELLA ſwells the prieſtly ſtock, 
Moſt ag'd, moſt honour'd metroz of the flock ! 
Who cer (perchance her hearing is not ſound) 
Begins her bymn when all have ceas'd around: 


S - This 


This morn devotion took ſo high a flight, 

Her left hand knew not what employ'd her right, 

And while rhe one veil'd pious tears from view, 

It's fer paſs'd th' adult'rous billet-doux—— 
FLizTiILLa now our prieſt's peculiar care, 

Who juſt has giv'n her eaſy ſpouſe an heir; 

Three months have ſeen the wond'rous dame a bride, 

And ten have ſeen our holy prieſt her guide; 

To him ſhe owes each bleſſing of her life, 

Made in ſucceſhon mother, ſaint, and wife, 
G1NESSA next ſucceeds, of aſpect bright ; 

But envious Sar AN owes tne dame a ſpite.— 

Enrapt in maudlin Muſe, her hand beſtows 

The drain'd reſerver of her morning doſe. 

The dame convicted by ſo clear a proof, 

One general burſt of laughter ſhakes the roof: 

Surpris d, abaſh'd, ſhe ſtaggers from the door 

The crowd purſue—and each forgets his ſcore.— 

The hapleſs dame by cireling ranks inclos'd, 

By elbows rude on every fide oppos'd ; 

Collects her ſenſes, and attacks the throng 

With all the ſevenfold vengeance of her tongue. 

Oaths and abuſe in ample floods ſhe pours ; 

But ah! in vain ſhe waſtes her ample ſtores, 

In vain her tongue, in vain her fiſts oppoſe, 

Still the throng thickens, and the tumult growe: 


While 


While thus the grave diſciple in diſtreſs, 

Not lighter griefs the paſtor's ſelf depreſs ; 

While his flock paſs with careleſs haſte the gate, 
Nor drop a fingle teſter in his plate: 

His golden proſpects loſt, with many a curſe 

He loads the author of the dire reverſe : 

Then, ſtretching dut his neck, he roars aloud, 
And hurls damnaton on the diſtant croud ; 

Prays on their heads all EcyeT's plagues may fall, 
And, as they run, Hell gape and ſwallny all. 

Till, tir'd his ample powers of throat to waſte, 

He gra'ps the thin-lin'd plate with watch ful haſte ; 
And, muttering dire reſolves and deep laments, 

In leathern bag ſecures its icant contents. 

Then o'er the plain he bends his ſteps along, 

And meets the dame juſt quitted by the throng ; 
The holy maſter of the glaſs-crown'd dome 

Firſt takes her purſe, and then—conducts her home : 
With Holy A es there her tears he dries, 

Aud in the Chriſtiaa taſk his own affliction flies. 


W. B. P. 
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O* Fancy, thou, whoſe magic power 
Adds to the ſilence of the grove, 
The citron breeze that ſweeps the bower, 


The joys of friendſhip and of love — 


Say, does not this your power evade, 
And does not this your art defy, 

To paint more pure, more fair the maid, 
That wakes this lyre, and calls this ſigh ?--- 


A. P. 


SONG 
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Y DeriA was all my delight, 


But ſhe ſhuns me, and why do I figh ? 


She flies like a fawn from my fight, 
Yet I follow, and cannot tell why. 


The beanties of DE1.1 a's mind 
Ah! ſhepherds, you cannot compare: 
But the faireſt of features combin'd — 
And I lov'd her becaute ſhe was faire 


They ſay that a wealthier {wain, 

That PaALEmoN has charm'd her away— 
Park MO's the pride of the plain, 
Or I could not believe what they ſay. 


Why did not the Graces attire, 

The little Loves lend me their aid? 
Or why was I doom'd to admire 

do lovely, fo graceful a maid ?— 
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. IS 


AN ODE. 


I. 
GAIN my Muſe eſſays to ſing, 
Again ſhe waves her droopipg wing ; 
Long had ſhe hid her from my fight, 
No beam illum'd the mental night ; 
Sunk in deep gloom, to adverſe ſcenes confin'd, 
Poſſeſt by anxious cares my darkſome mind. 


II. 
Heavy the moments roll'd along, 
Unchear'd by mirth, by dance or ſong ; 
Till Hor E extends her ſnowy hand, 
(Auſpicious queen with aſpect bland !) 
She bids the Muſe again her taſk renew, 
And paint the beauties ſhe reveals to view. 


III. 
The Muſe the glad command obeys; 
See! quick her pencil proſpects raiſe ! 
See! far the riſing brightneſs ſpread ! 
Reviv'd I lift my languid head, 
I feel returning life thro” all my powers, 
And, fluſh'd with hope, expect ſerener hours. 


III. When 
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IV. 
When I ſhall reach my lov'd retreat, 
My long-divided friends ſhall meet, 
And taſte again with dear delight 
The ſocial day, the peaceful night, 
Traverſe again my walks, again repeat 
The careleſs ramble, holding © converſe ſweet,” 


* 
Is there ſuch joy in ſtore for me? 
And ſhall I thoſe bleſt moments ſee ? 
Sweet ſolace to the paintul heart ! 
Which triendſhip only can impart, 
Fair ſource of joy, and friend to human kind, 
Hope! thou ſweet ſoother of the troubled mind! 


VI. 
Enlivening power! how dire the grief 
To which thy hand gives no relief, 
Here itill abide, here fix thy reſt, 
And luli with calm delight my breaſt! 
Drive far away the glooms of black deſpair, 
And bid ſoft peace and joy inhabit there, 


E VI. While 
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VII. 
While earth's fleet pleaſures fade away, 
The glories paint of endleſs day: 
Quit me not ! Angel !—to the end, 
The verge of life, my ſteps befriend; 
Chear'd by thy preſence to my lateſt breath, 
Sweet peace ſhall bleſs my life, and joy ſhall crown my 
death, 


W. D. 


SONS. 
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HENE'EP., enrapt with fond amaze, 
On lovely Amoret I gaze, 
A thouſand beauties ſtiike the ſight, 
A thouſand charms ny heart delight, 


In other nymphs ſome partial grace 
With cool applauſe peihaps I trace; 
One tries with winning {miles to charm, 
With accents ſoft my breait to warm, 


See one attract with mien ſo gay, 
The roſe another's cheeks diſplay ; 
Another boaſts her auburn hair, 
Her ſparkling eye, or boſon fiir, 


1 grant ye, all your charms impart, 
But ah! too weak to ſhare my heart 
For fee with ſmiling artleſs glance 
My lovelier AMORE T UVa 1Ce,— 


K 2 In 


a0 
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In her, each native grace divine, 
Your ſingle boaft, united ſhine, 
The blooming tiut, the auburn hair, 
The ſparkling eye, the boſom fair.— 


In vaia each beauty you diſplay, 
To her I ſpeed my rapt'rous way, 
In her behold your ſcatter'd rays 
Shine forth in one concentred blaze. 


So when a fingle flower we view 
Culi'd from the garden's varied hue, 
Ere yet the fading charm expire, 

We faintly, or a time, admire. 


But when the rich parterre we gain, 
No more the flighted gift retain ; 
Euraptur'd hail the pleaſing change, 
Aud cer the gay profuſion range, 


W. V. M. 


IO 
"* 


f 
. 
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On reading Dr. BEATTIE's HERMITS®. 


70 H! when ſhall Spring viſit the mouldering urn! 
A „Or when fall day daun on the night of 
the grave? 
A ſage to ſet evening continued to mourn, 
On the fide of a hill, at the mouth of his cave; 
Till thro the tall foreſt the Zephyrs that breathe, 
The nightingale's :ong on the neighbouring ipray, 
The torrent that murmur'd his grotto heneath ; 
Suit ſlumber impos'd "till the dawn of the day, 


Twas rapture that roſe on his mind as he ue, 
le jung, and the nightingale ceas'd to contpiones 

Each gloomy idea his bolom forſook = 

The lark's lofty notes were attun'd his 1tr11; , 
* Tis day! and the proipect is dreary no more, 

I he ſhadows of night that envelop'd the view 
Are fled, and the ſkies to religion reitore 

A pledge that the morning of lite thall renew,” 


8. G 


* Tac author of this fight addkion had not previgully read & 
„te edition, in Which the original glocmy tendency was very 


-'-gantly obrlated. 


F MADRIGATL 
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CTRE HN, learn to ſcorn your pain, 

Leave the girl you love in vain ; 
Learn your flighted Love to ſnotber, 
Dar A's heart regards another. 


Let not Hor 's deluſive art 
Feed the flame corrodes your heart; 
Spurn with generous pride your chain, 
Faistuoop c'er ſhould meet diſdain. 


Fly theſe Love-recording rills, 
Court the fair on diſtant hills; 
Still it idle Love detain, 

Riva!s ſhall inſult your pain. 
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E mine the lovely maid whole heart 

Can move without the ſprings of art g 
Too kind and generous to conceal _ 
What ſympathy has taught to feel. 


With ſober judgement to diſcern 
Where Love or lawleſs paſſions burn ; 
With ſteady virtue to deſpiſe 
The fiend in Love's too fair diſguiſe. 


For Truth's too modeſt and too meek 
To raiſe a bluſh on Beauty's cheek, 
To breathe a wiſh in Virtue's ear, 
Surrounding angels might not hear. 


8. 8 


SONNET 
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S OXNE T to Dr. JOHNSON. 


OHMXSOVN ! hofe art inſtructs the Poet's Tyre, 
Myr Mute enraptar'd hails thy ſplendid page, 
Where ey'rv beauty, ev'ry grace conſpire, 
And tofty Genius mix'd with Judgement ſage, 


Sti may that Tudgement guide the improving age, 
That Genius ill its nobleſt efforts raiſe ; 

$o ſhall no ſerſbler urge the critic's rage, 
Ns tunctal Mule cer mourn neglected lays, 


In caig dH, ſors of Envy mock thy power, 
The time they eek defpitc with wayward pride; 
ram thee they gain the flutter of an hour, 
B ut tor thy ravs that little hour deny's ; 
As planets to that Sun tor lutte owe, 
Vs Loi bs ovicures the beam their borrow's lights 


* 


Dad. 


W. V. M. 


3 JS - 
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IMPROMP TU. 


To PETER PINDAR, the Author of Lyz1c Op, 
1782, addreſſed to the Royal ACADEMICIANS. 


In the Meafure of his own Stanza. 


Grant thee, PETER—'tis thy due 
There's ſometimes truth and humour too 
In what thy Lyric Muſe is pleas'd to tell us 
But 1s ſhe not the brat of ſpleen ? 
For thou art out and we are in 


The fire burns foul if Envy blow the bellows, 
| „ 
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HRICE happy he, whoſe conſtant ſoul 
Nor hopes miſguide, nor cares controul ; 
2 Him as no vulgar aims invite, 
# No vulgar dangers c'er affright.— 
_ hb And what are you, with curious eye, 
—_ - Admire you know not who or why, 
3 | Smile on the diamond's orient blaze, * 
Xx Nor aſk of Nature whence its rays -:- 
I Know, the gay thing that tempts your vie- 
1 Is dirt, vile dirt, as vile as you 
1 Such dirt diſpos'd in various forms, 
= Are ſyſtems, planets, Cæſars, worms. | 
. hen earthquakes rend, and tempeſts roar, 
3 And ſeas ſupplant the finking ſhore, 
WJ Why from the weak convulſion ftart ? 
* 4 | —Tis only Nature let 


8. 0 
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